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'(Synopsis of Preceding Chapters.)
Snford Qucit, niugter crimlnolog.st of the

vxwld. finds thai In brlnclnc to justlca Mac
viougal, the murderer of Lord Ashlstgh'i
daughter, h has but Just entered n

contest with u mysterious master
criminal. Engaged by Professor AnhlciftJi,
Lord Ashlelsh'B brother, to reco.cr the stolen
skeleton of an anthropoid ape, hurried to
JUre, nhelnlioldt's reception, where her dia-
monds have been torn from her throat by a
fcalr of hands without arms or body, n black
box later appears from nowhere In his inomi
nnd a note contained in It, sinned by the
armless hands, sarcastically BiigRcsts that
the IthclnholiH diamonds and the skeleto iaay be hidden together. While Laura,
Quest's 'socretary, Khartum Craig, the profes-
sor's alet. Quest and Lenora, hla ssjlstant,
find the kcletnn in hut In the profefcsi r'a
earden, and discover there an Inhuman crea-
tine, half monkey and half man. As tho
professor explains, the hut Is set afire and
the .monkey-ma- n and skeleton are de"troyed
n the flames. In Quett'o minis the Hlicln-liol-

diamonds suddenly renppcir, enclosed
n a second black box with a note signed by

the threatening hands,

FOURTH INSTALLMENT.

AN OLD GRUDGE.

CHAPTER X.
ANFORD QUEST was smoking his

S after-breakfa- st cigar with a rel-

ish somewhat affected by the
mensute or ins pcrpicxmes.

JSarly though It was, Lenora was al-

ready In her place, bending over her
desk, and Lauru, who had Just arrived,
was busy divesting herself of lier coat
and hat. Quest watched the latter Im-

patiently.
"Well," ho asked
I .aura came forward, straightening

her hair with her hands.
"No, go," she answered. "I spent the

evening In the club and I talked with
two men who knew Craig, but I couldn't
Set on to anything. From all I could
hear of the men, respectability Is his
middle name."

"That's the professor's cvn Idea,"
Quest remarked grimly. "I merely ven-

tured to drop a hint that Craig might
not tie aulte so Immaculate as lie i

seemed, and I never saw a man so
horrified In my life. He assured me

that Craig was seldom out of his sight.
that he hadn't a friend In the world
nor a singles vicious taste."

"We're fairly up against it. boss,"
3,aura sighed. "The best thing we can
do Is to get or! to another 'il. The
Rhelnholdt woman has got her jewels
back, or will havo at noon today. I

bet she won't worry about tho thief.
Then tho professor's moldly old skele-
ton was returned to him, even If it
was burnt afterwards. I should ta':e
on something fresh."

"Can't be done," Quest replied short-
ly. "Look here, girls, your average
intellects are often apt to hit upon
the truth, when a man who sees too far
nhcad goes wrong. Rule Craig out.
Any other possible person occur to you?
Speak out. Lenora. You've something
on vour mind, I can see."

The girl swung around In her chair.
There was a vague look of trouble upon

her face.
"I m afraid you'll laugh at inc. ' she

began tentatively.
"Won't hurt you It I do," Quest re-

plied.
"1 can't help thinking of Maedougul.

Lenora continued falterlngly. "He has
never been recaptured. I don't know

whether lies dead or alive. He had a

perfect passion tor jewels. If he la alive,
ho would be decperato and would at
tempt anything. '

Quest rtnoked .n silcnre for a nio- -

. ""I guess the return of tho Jewels
uquelencs tho Macdougal theory, lie re- -

-- i,,i ..ii. wfiiilrin't. be llkelvr to pail
with the aiuff wuen he'd oncu ut his

i. ...... iiIumiu innNlilnanus on u. iue--i- , i """"" ...--.- ...

when wo had a moment's spate time,
to look into that rcllow's whereabouts.
We'll .ke it on straight away. Can't
do any harm."

"1 know the section bos3 on the rail-
way at tho spot wheie he dlsappeaicd,'
Laura announce.

"Then Just take the train down to
Mountwayt that's the ncaiest spot
and get busy with him." Qutbt directed.
"Try i'.d persuade him to loan u the
gang's handcar to go down the- - line.
Lenora and I will come on in the auto-
mobile."

"Take you longer." Lenora remarked,
k ns she moved off lo put on her luiAel.

Tne cars uo 11 in muuii';' "l " j

"Can't help that," Quest replied, j

"Mrs. Rhelnholdt s coming hor-- j to
identify her jewels at i o'clock, and 1

can't run any ilsk of there being no
train back. You'd better be making
good with the bootion boss. Take plenty
of bill with you."

"Sure! That's easy enough, ' Laura
promised him. "1 11 be waiting for
lou."

She hurried off and Quest commenced
Ills own prepaiatlori3. From his safe
he took one ot the small block lumps
of explosive to which ho had jure be-

fore owed his lift, and titled It carefully
In a smnll cat with a eoli of wli. und
nn clectri.: lighter Ho looked at his
irvolvor and recharged ll. Finally ho
lang the bell for his conlldentlal valet.

"Ross." he ubked, "who Is there else
here today boslde.i yon 7"

"No one today, sir."
"Just as well, perhaps," QuiMt ob-

served. "Listen. Hoss. 1 am going out
now for an hour or two. but I shall
lie back at mlddn Renumber that.
Mrs. Rhelnholdt and Inspector Piciuli
aro lo be heir at 12 o'clock. If by i.nv
chance I should be .i few moments late,
ask them to wait And. Ros'.s, a ounK
woman fiom the Salvation Vrmv will
call too. You can give ncr ims cncci

Ross Brown, who was Ques'Js secio-tary-val- et

and general factotum, ac-

cepted the slip of paper and placed ll
In an envelope.

"The are no ..thcr Instructions, sir?
ho inquired.

"yone," Quest toplied "ou 11 loorf
out for the wireless, and Vou had bet-
ter switch the through cable xnd tele-
graph Communication on lo headquar-
ters. Come along, Lnora."

They left the house, entered the
waiting automobile, and drove rapid-
ly towards the confines of tho city.
Quest was unusually thoughtful.
Lenora, on the other hand, seemed to
have lost a great deal of her usu-i- l

She seldom sat still
for more than a moment or two to-

gether She un oblousl nervous
and excited

"What s got hold of ou, Lenora''
Quest asked her once You seem HI
HdKfitS "

She glanced at him apotogotlcallv
"I can't ntelp It," she confessed. "If

mH know of the many sleepless nights

J& E .
I have had, of how I have racked my i

brain wondering what could have bo- -

come of James, you woudnt really
wonder that I urn excited now that
there Is some chance of really flnding
out. Often I have been too terrified
to sleep."

"We very likely shan't find out a,
thing." guest reminded her. "French .

nnu nis lot navo nau a try anu come a
to grief." v

"Inspector French Isn't like you, Mr,
Quest," Lenora ventured.

Quest laughed bitterly.
"Just now, at any rate, we don't

seem to bo any groat shakes," ho re-
marked. "However, I'm glad we're on
this Job. Much better to nnd out
what has become of tho fellow really, I
if wi rn n "

Lenora's voice suddenly grow steady. J

one turneu round In her placo anJ
faced her companion.

"Mr. Quest." she said. "I like my
work with you. You saved me from
despair. Sometimes It scenes to mo
that life now opens out an entirely
new vista. Yet stneo this matter has
been mentioned between us, let me
tell you one thing. I have known no
rest, night or day, since we heard of

of James' escape. live In terror.
If I have concealed It, It has beenat the expense of my norves and my
strength. I think that very soon I
could have gone on no longer."

Quest's only reply was a little nod.Yet, notwithstanding his Imperturba-
bility of expression, that little nodwas wonderfully sympathetic. Lenora
loaned back In her place well satisf-
ied. She felt that she was under-
stood.

By Quest's directions the automo-
bile was brought to a standstill at apoint where it skirted the main rail-way line, and close to the sectionhouse which he had appointed for his
rendezvous with Laura. She had ap-
parently seen their approach, andshe came out to meet them at onco,
accompanied by a short, thick-ne- t man
whom she Introduced as Mr. Horan."This la Mr. Horan. tho sectionboss," she explalntd.

Mr. Horan shook hands"Say, I've heard of you, Mr. Quest,"
he announced. 'The onnir Inrlv n
me you are some Interested in thatprisoner they lost oft the cars nearhere."

"That's so," quest admitted. "We'dlike to go to the spot If we could."
"That's dead easy," the boss replied

"I'll take you along in the handcar, i

I ve been expecting you, Mr. Quest,some time ago." '

"flow's that?" the criminologist asked.
Mr. Horan expelled a. fragment of

chewing tobacco and held out his hand
for tlu cigar which Quest was offering.

"They've been going tho wrong way to
work, these New York police," he de-
clared. "Just because there ws a train
on the other track moving slowly, they
got It Into their heads that MacdougoJ
had bouidod It and was back In New
York somewhere. That ain't my theory.
If I were looking for James Macdougal,
I'd search the hillsides there. I'll show
you what I mean when we get along-
side."

"You may bo right." Que3t admitted.
'Anway, we'll start on the Job."
The section boss turned round and

whistled. Ft om a little side track two
men Jumped on to a handcar, and
luougkt it round to where they wero
standing A few yard3 away tho man
who was propelling it a great red-
headed Irishman suddenly ceased his
efforts. Leaning over his pole, he gazed
at Quest. A sudden ferocitv darkened
Ids coarse face. He gripped his mate
by the 'irm.

"See that bloke there?" he asked,
pointing ut Quest.

"The guy with tho linen collar?" the
other answered. "I see him."

"That's Qurt. the detective." tho
Irishman went on hoarsely. "That's tho
man who got me l.e yeais In the pen,
the beast! That's the man I've been
looking for. You're my mate. Jim, ch?"

"I gues so," tho other grunted. "Aro
jou going to try and do him in?"

"Now then, you fellows," Horan
shouted ' What are you hanging about
theie foi. Red Gallagher? Drlng the
earrlage up You follows can have a
smoke for an hour. I'm going to take
her down the line for a bit."

The two men obeyed and disappeared
in the dliectlon of tho section house.
Quest looked after them curiously.

"That's a b''j fellow." he remarked.
"What did you call him? Red Oal-laghe- i?

I seem to have seen him be-

fore."
"He was the most troublesome fellow

on the line once, although he was the
biggest woikcr," tho bo3S replied. "He
got five years In the penitentiary, and
that seems to have taken the spirit out
of him."

"1 believe I was In the case," Quest
observed carelessly.

"That's so! Now, then, young la-

dles," Mr. Horan advised, "hold tight,
and here goes'"

They ambled down the line for about
half a mile. Then Horan brought them
to a standstill.

"This Is the spot." he declared.
"Now, If you want my impressions you
are welcome to them. All the search
has been made on the right-han- d side
hero and In New York. I've had my
eye on that hl'.l for a long time. My
Impress'nn Is that he hid there."

"I'll take your advice," Quest decided.
"We'll spread out and take a little ex-

ercise In hill climbing."
"Good luck lo you," the boas ex-

claimed. "You'll excuse my waiting?
It ain't a quarter of a mile back to
tho road, and I'm going a bit further
On. Inspecting."

Quest slipped something Into his hand
and the little party left the track,
crossed the road, scrumb'.ed down a
bank and spread out. In front of them
was a slope some hundreds of feet
high, closely overgrown with dwarf
trees and mountain shrubs. It was
waste land, uncultivated and uninhabit
ed." Quest made a careful search of
the shrubs and tho ground close to the
spot which Horan had 'ndtcated. He
pointed out to his two companions the
.pot where the grass was beaten down
and a few yards lurther off where a
twig had been broken off from some
overhanging trees, ns though a man
had pushed his way through.

"This mav have been- - done by the
police search," he remarked, "or It may
not. Don't spread out too far, gills,
and go slowly. If wo And any trace of
lames Macdougal on this hillside, we
are go'ug to find It within fifty yards
of this spot."

"They searched carefully and deliber-
ately for more .than half an hour. Then
Laura suddenly called out. They look-
ed around to find only her head visible.

scrambled up, muddy and with wet
leaves clinging to her skirt.

"Say, that guy of n section boss told
nie to look out tor caves. I've been In
me. fcuro enough! Unly Just saved my-

self"
Thcv hurried to where she was

Oupjit peered Into the declivltj down
wh'li she had tdtoped. Suddenly he
gave vent to a Utfe exclamation. At
the same time Latra called out An
inch or two of twed was clearly vls--

luio uiruusu mr nuiinn icivcu. truest,
flat on his stomach, crawled a UtUe

.
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a
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Phillips Oppenhd
way down, took out his eloctrlo torch
tram his pocket nnd brushed the uW
away. Then he clambered to hi" fn"

,.Qw flparch fJ ovor ho decIared
RrRVcly, "and your troubles, Lenora.
That Is Macdougal's body. He may
havo slipped in as did, Laura, or hw
niiiv huvc crept there to hide, and
starved. Anyhow. It Is lie."

Lenora's face sank Into her hands for
moment. Quest stood on one s do

hllo Laura passed her arm around tho
other girl's waist. Presently ho re-
turned.

"We can do no more," ho pointed out,
"we must send for help to bring tho
tod up."

"I shall stay here, please." Lenora
begged. -- 'Don't think I'm foolish, please.

can't pretend I am sorry, but I'll stay
till someone comes and takes It away."

"Sho Is quite right," Laura declared,
"and I will stav with her."

Quest glanced at his watch.
"Thnfo all right." ho declared. "I'll

havo to get, but I'll send somoorie along,
Cheer tip, Lenorn," he added kindly.
"Look after her, Laura."

8 'li&jnjiiifliffi

fcgigHH
' You bet!" that young woman de- -

clared somewhat brusquely.
'Quest hastened along the road to the

spot where he had left the car The
chauffeur, who saw him cemlni,--, plaited
up and climbed to his seat. Quest look
his" place.

uilve to the oflice, ho ordered.
The man slipped In his cluich. They

were In the act of. gliding off when
there was a tremendous report. They
stopped short. The man ji;mied down

looked at the back tire.
"IJlow-out,- " he remarked, laconically.
Quest fro.vned.
How long will It take?"
"Four minutes," the man replied. "I'egot another wheel icad. That's the

queerest blow-o- ut I ever saw, though."
The two men leaned over the tire.

Suddenly Quest's expression changed.
His hand stole Into his hip pocket!''

"Tom,' he explained, "that wasn't a
blow-o- ut at all. Look here!"

He pointed to tho small level hole.
Almost at onco ho stood back and tho
sinshlno flashed upon tho revolver
clutched In his right hand.

"That was a bullet." he continued.
Someone fired at that tire. Torn,- - there'stroublo about"

Tho man looked nervously around."That's a rifle bullet, sure," ho mut-
tered.

The car was drawn up by tho side oftho road, a few yards past the section
house. A little wuy further up was thotool shed, and beyond, the tower houseThere was no cne In sight at either ofthese places. On tho other sldo of theroad were clumps of hushes, any op" n
which would prove sufficient for a man
In hiding.

' Get on the wheel as quick a3 you
can," Quest directed. "Here, I'll Bveyou a hand."

He stooped down to unfasten thestraps which fastened the snnrn whmi
It was one nia rare lapses, realizeda moment too late. Almost In his earscame the hoarse crv:

"Hands up. guvnr1 Hands up thissecond or I'll blow vou to hell'"
wuent glanced over his shoulder andlooked Into the face of Red Gallagher

raised a little above the level of theroad. He had evidently been hiding atthe foot of the perpendicular bankwhieh divided the road from the tracklevel. A very ugly little revolver waspointed directly ajt Quest's heart."My mate's got you covenrd on theother side of the road. too. Hands up
both ot you, or we'll make a quick
of It "

Quest shrugged his shoulders, threwhis revolver Into the road and obeyed
As he did so. the other man stole outfrom behind a bush and sprang for thechauffeur, who. under cover of the carwas stealing off. Thfre was rf briefstruggle, then the dull thud of the rail-way man's rifle falling on the chauf-
feur's head. Ho rolled over and lay In
the road.

"Pitch him off amongst the bushes."
Red Gallagher ordered. "You don'twant anyone who comes bv n ..
Now lend mo a hand with this rhap "

"What do you propose to do with
me' Quest asked

'"You'll know soon enough." Red Gal-
lagher answered "A matter of five
minutes' talk, to start with You see
that handcar house?"

"Perfectly wel)." Quest assented. "My
eyuUht is quite normal.'

"Get there then, I'm a yard behind
and my revolver's pointing for the

mlddlo of your back."
Quest looked at It anxiously.
"You have the air, my red friend." he

remarked, "of being unaccustomed to
those, delicate weapons. Uo keep your
fingers off tho trigger. I will walk to
tho handcar house and talk with, you
with pleasure."

Ho sprang lightly down from tho
road, crossed tho few Intci venlng xards
and stepped Into the handcar house.

Gallagher and his mato followed closo
behind. QurBt paused on the threshold.

"It's n filthy dirty holc.'V ho remark-
ed. "Can't we have our little chat out
here? Is It money you want?"

Gallagher glanced around. Then with
an ugly push of the shoulder he sent
Quest reeling into the shed. His great
form blocked up the doorway.

"No, ho cried fiercely. "It's not money
I want this time. Quest, you brute, you
dirty bloodhound ! You sent me to the
pen for five years you with your
cursed prying into other people's af--

I

you

und

Job

you

w)
fairs. Don't jou remember me, e'l" Red
Gallagher?"

"Of eoursc, I do," Quest replied coolly.
"You garroted and robbed an old maji

and had the spree of our life. The old
man happened to be a friend of mine, so
1 took the trouble to see that ou paid
for it. Well?"

"Five years of hell, that's what 1 had,"
tho man continued, his eyes flashing, his
face twitching with nnger. "Well, ycu'ie
going to have u. little bit more man live
years. This shed's been burnt down
twice, sparks from passinp. engln.-I- t's

going to bo burned down for the
third time.

"Going to make a bonfire of me, eh?"
Quest remarked.

"You can sneer, my friend," the man i

growled. "You've had a good many com-
fortable vear? of wearing fine clothes
and smoking nt cigars, swaggering
about and hunting poor gus that never
did you any harm. This is where we
are going to get a hit of our own back
See here! We are looking this door like
that. It's a lonely lilt on the line. ,The
men In the tower never takes bib ees
nff ii tli'n:ila nnd theie ain't a toul in
sight. Mo and my mates aro off to the
section house. Two minutes will see us
there and back. We're going to bilng
n can of oil and an nrmful of wahte.
Can you tell what for, eh? We're going
to burn the place to n cinder In less
than three minutes, und If you re alive
vjien tho wans come uuwu, ; " "J "
little rifle practice at you. bee

"Sounds remarkably unp easant.
Quest admitted. "You'd better hurry or
tho boss will be back."

Gallagher finally slammed tho door.
Quebt heaid the heavy footsteps of tho
two men as they turned toward the sec-

tion house. Ho drew a little caso from
his pocket.

"Just ns well, peihaps," he said softly
to himself, "that I perfected this Instru-
ment. It's rather closo quarters here

Ho opened what seemed to be a little
mahoganv box, looked at the ball of
black substance Inside, closed It up.
Rlaced it against the far wall, untwisted
the coil stood back near the door and
then pressed tho button. Tho result
was cxtraordlnarj . Tho whole of tho
tar wall was blown out and for bomo
distance In front tho ground was fur-
rowed up by the explosion. Quest re-

placed the instrument In his pocket,
sprang throuBh tho opening and ran for
tho tower house. Uehlnd him on its
whv to New York he could see a
freight train coming along. He could
hear, too. Red Gallagher s roar of
anger. It was less than flfty yards,
yet as soon as he reached tho shelter
of the tower the thunder of the freight
sounded In Quest's ears. He glanced
mound. Red Gallagher and his mato
were racing almost side by side toward
him. Ho rushed up tho narrow stairs
Into tho signal room, tearing open hla
coat to show his official badge.

"Stop the freight." he shouted to tho
operator. "Quick. I'm Sanford Quest,
lotpcllve special powers from tho chief
commissioner

The man moved to the signal. Uiother
voice thundered 111 his ears He turn-
ed hwlfllv round The Irishman's red
head had appeared at the top of the
staircase

"Drop that signal or I 11 blow ou Into
Diis," ho snoutea,

Tho operator hesitated, da
"Walk t J ward me," GallagBr shout- -

i

cd. "Look here, you guy. this will show
you whether Im in earnest or notl"

A bullet passed within a few Inches J

of tlin operator's head. Ho came slow-
ly across the room. Ilelow they could
hear the roar of tho freight.

"Thin nln't your Job," the Irishman
continued aavugely. "We want the cop,
and wo'ro going to have him,"

Quest had stolen a yard or two nearer
during this brief colloquy. Gallagher's
mate from behind shouted out a warn-
ing Just a second too late. With a sud-
den kick. Quest sent tho revolver flying
iiciosh the i corn, und before tho Irish-
man could recover, ho struck him full
In the fuce. Notwlihatand his huge size
and etrctiKtli, Gallagher reeled. The
operator, who had Just begun to realize
what was happening, flung himself bod-
ily ngalnst tho two thugs. A shot from
the tangled mass of struggling limbs
whistled past QueHt's head ns he sprang
to the window which overlooked tho
track. The freight had already almost
passed. Quest steadied himself for a
supreme effort, crawled out on to tho
Utile steel bridge and poised himself for

1. He set his tcctli and jumped.
1. You don't don't snihpect me of

this?

n moment Tho Inst cur was lust be
neath The gap between It and the
previous one was slipping by. He set
nis teeth and Jumped on to tho smooth
lop. For several beconds he sirugtcieu
madly to keep his balance. He felt
tiiuibclf slipping every minute down to
tne ground whiih was spinning by.
Then his right heel caught a bate ledge,
si'uicrly an Imh high. It checked his
fall. He o h Ik feet 1. carefully stretch- -

W (

ui

am tho n ,d
in widespread

stenographer telegraphlay
ing, grlppiiiK whatever ho eo.ni. his
nngi'i nails breaking, an Inteleraule pain
In his knee, death spinnntng on eiwier
bide of him

behind the tower Red Gallagh-
er und his mate bent "with horrified
faces the body signalman.

the hell did you .want to
plug him for?" the latter mutt,ered.
"He ain't in the show at all. You've

us, Red, he's cooked!"
Red Gallagher htaggercd to his feet.

Already the horror .of tho murderer
was In his face as glanced furtive
ly aiound.

"I never meant to drop him," he
muttered "1 got mad at seeing

off. That man's a devil."
"What we going to do?" tho

other demanded hoarscl. "It's a quiet
spot this, but theie'll be someone
round before long. There goes the
damned signals already," he exclaimed
as tho gong sounded In tho tower.

"Theio's the auto." Gallagher shout-
ed, como on, I can
llx the wheeh If we've got to swing
for this job, something
our own back first."

They crawled to the side of tho road.
Gallagher's rough, hairy fingers were

trembling, but knew their
job. In a few the wheel was
fixed. Clumsily but successfully, the
great Irishman turned the car round
away the city.

"She's a hummer," he muttered. "I'll
make lier go when wo tho hang
of It. Sit tight."

They drove clumsily off, gathering
speed nt every yard. Behind In the
shadow of tho towor, the signalman

dead. Quest, half way to New
York, stretched flat on liln stomach.
was struggling for life with knees
and hands and feet.

CHAPTER XI.
Mrs. Rhelnholdt welcomed tho in-

spector with a beaming smile as he
bteppod out of his office and approach
ed her automobile.
'"How of you to bo so punctual,

Mr. French," sho exclaimed, making
room for him by her side. "Will you
tell the to drive to .Mr. Quest's
house In Georgia square?"

Tho inspector obeyed and took nla
place In tho luxurious limousine,

"How beautifully punctual wo are!"
hho continued, glancing at tho clock.
"Inspector, I am to excited at the Idea

getting Jewels back. Isn't Mr.
Quest wonderful man?"

"He's a clever all right,'' the
Inspector admitted. "All the
I'm sorry ho wasn't ablo to

his hands on tho
"That's your point of view,

course," Mrs. Rhelnholdt remarked
"I can think of nothing hut having
my diamonds back. I feel ought
to go and thank tho professor for
recommending Mr Quest

The Inspector made no repl Mrs.
Rhelnholdt, was suddenly aware that
she was bcfcomlng a little tactless.

"Of course," she sighed, "It is dls- -

V v"
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appointing not to be able to lay your
hands upon tho thief. That Is whore

supposo you must find the Interfer-
ence of an amateur like Mr. Quest a
little troublesome sometimes. He gets
back tho property which Is what the
private Individual wants", but he
doesn't secure tho thief, which of
course, thoreal end of the case from
your of vlow."

"It's a queer affair about these Jew-
els," the Inspector remarked, "Quest
hasn't told mo tho whole story yet. Here
wo are on the stroke of time"

The car drew up outside Quest's
house. Tho Inspector assisted his com-
panion to alight and rang tho bell at
the front door. Thcro was a somewhat
prolonged pause. He rang again.

"Never knew this to happen before,"
he remarked. "That sort of secretary-vale- t

of Mr. Quest's Ross Hrown I
think ho calls him Is always on the
spot." They fpr somo time.
There was no answer to their sum-
mons. The Inspector placed his car to
the keyhole. There was not a sound to
he heard. He drew back a little puzzled.

At moment his attention was
caught by the fluttering of a little
piece of white material caught In the
door. He pulled It out. It was a frag-
ment of white embroidery, and on it
were several small stains. The Inspec-
tor looked at them nnd looked at his
fingers. His face grew suddenly grave.

"Seems to me." he muttered, "that
there has been some trouble here. I
shall have to take a liberty. If you'll
excuse me, Mrs. Rhelnholdt, I think It
would be better If you waited In the car
until I sond out for you."

"You don't think the lewels have been
stolen again?" bho gasped.

The Inspector made no reply. He had
drawn from his pocket a little pass key
and was fitting It into the lock. The
door swung open. more they were
both conscious of peculiar silence,
which seemed to have In It some

quality. He moved to the
foot of the stairs and shouted:

"Hello: one there?"
.,''""There ..?. "." reply. He "'V",":

turned toward Quest s study on the
left hand side. French was n of
Iron' nerve. He had served time In the
roughest quarters of New York He had
found himself face to face with every

of crime, yet as he opened that
door he seemed to feel some premoni-
tion of what was to como. He stepped
across the threshhold. No power on
earth could have kept back the cry
which broke from his lips.

The curtains of the window which
looked out onto the street were drawn,
and the light was none too cood. It was
sufficient for him, however, to see
without difficulty the details ot u
ghastly tragedy A few feet nway from
tho door was stretched the body or tne
seeretary-valc- t. On the other side of
the room, lying as though she had
slipped from tho bofn, her head fallen
on one side In hideous fashion, was the
body of Miss G'li-- " the Salvation Army
young French set his teeth and
drew back the curtains. In the clearer
light the disorder of the room was fully
revealed. There had been a terrible
struggle. Between whom? How?

There was suddenly a piercing shriek.
The inspector turned quickly around.
Mis. Rhelnholdt, who dlsregaided
his advice, was stnndlng on tho thresh-
old.

"Intpector'" cried '.'What has
happened9 Oh. my God'"

She covered her face w Ith her hands.
French gripped her by the arm. At
that moment there was the sound of an
automobile stopping outside.

"Keep quiet for a moinent," the in
spuctor whispered in her ear. "Pull
jourbelf together, madam. Go to the
other end of the room. Don't look. Stay
there for a few moments and then get
home ay r.ti'ek as ou can."

She o?ed him mutely, pressing her
hands to her eyes shivering in eser
limb. stood buck Inside the
room. He heard the door open, h'
heard Quest's ojtBlde.

"Where the devil aic you, Rosa?"
There was no reply.
Tho door was pushed open. Quest en

tered, followed by tho professor ar
Craig. Tho inspector stood watchin
their faces. Quest came to a standstill
before he had passed the threshold He
looked upon the floor and he Inokei
across to the sofa. Then ho looked at
French

"Mj God!" ho muttered.
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--The professor pushed past. Ho had
looKcd around the room, and gazed at
the two bodies with an expression oC
blank and absolute terror. Then ho
fell back Into Craig's arm.

"The poor girl!" no cried. "Horrible!
HorrlbleJ Horrible!"

Craig led him for a moment to one
side. The professor was overcome andalmost hysterical. Quest and Frenchwere loft face to face.

"Know anything about this?" Quest
asked quickly.

"Not a thing," tho Inspector replied.
e arrived,. Mrs. Rhelnholdt and I, atfive minutes past twelve. There was noanswer to our ring. I used my pass key

and entered. This is what I found."Quest stood over the body of his valetfor a moment. The man was obviously
deftd. The Inspector took his handker-chief and covered up the head. A few

.e!v.a.wav ,was a heavy paperweight
Killed by a blow from behind,"

JTcnch remarked grimly, "with thataffair. Look here!"
They glanced down at the girl. Quest'seyebrows came together quickly. Theretwo blUl? ma,rks upon her throatwhere a man's thumbs might havebeen.
"The hands again." he muttered.The lnsaector nndiioH
.Xnn you niake anything of It?"

thlruf J"01'" QUCal' confessc1- - "I must
Tho Inspector glanced at him curlous- -j

"Where on earth have you been to?"he demanded,
"IJcen to?" Quest repeated.

gesVed.k '" th ,nlrror!" French sug- -
Quest glanced nt himself. His collarhod given way, his tie was torn, a but-ton and some of the cloth had beenwrenched from his coat, his trousers,le.,i and ne wns covered with dustI ll tell you about my trouble a Httlo

ho, ,rcn,leJ; "Say. can't wokeep those girls out?"They wero too lute. Laura and Leon-ora were ulready up tho threshold.Quest swung round toward them.
"Girls," he said, "there has been somotrouble hero. Go and wait upstairs,enora. or sit In the hall. Laura, you

had better telephone to tho police sta-
tion nnd for a. doctor. That's right,
isn't it inspector?"

"Yes!" tho latter assented thought-fully.
Lenora, white to the lips, staggereda few feet back Into the hall. Lauraset her teeth nnd lingered.
"Is that Ross?" she usked.
"It's his body." Quest replied. "He's

been murdered here, he and the Salva-
tion Army girl who was to como thismorning for her check."

Laura turned away half dazed.
"I'd have trusted Ross with my life,"

Quest continued, "but he must havo
been alono In the house when the girl
came. Uo you supposo It was the
UFual sort of trouble?"

Inspector French stooped down anil
picked up the paper-weigh- t. Across itwas stamped the name of Sanford
Quest

"Thla yours. Quest?"
"Of course It is," Quest answered.' Kvcrything In the room is mine."
"Tho girl would fight to defend her-

self," the inspector remarked slowly,
"but slip could never strike a man such
a blow as your valet died from."

Onco more he stooped and picked up
'i smnll clock. It had stopped at eleven-liflee- n.

He looked at It thoughtfully.
"Quest," he went on, "I'll have to

ask you a question."
"Whv not?" Quest replied looking

quickly up.
"Where were you at eleven-fifteen-

"On tower No. 10 of the New York
Central, scrapping for my life," Quest
answered grimly. "I've reason to re-
member It."

Something in the Inspector's stead;'
gaze sccned to Inspire the criminologist
with a new Idea. He came a step for-
ward, a little frown upon his forehead.

"Say. French," ho exclaimed, "you

French was unmoved. He look Quest
In the eyes.

"I don't know," he said.
tContlnued Next Sunday )
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